cendiarism, sex, parental brutality. Some of the girls
were voluntary cases, sent because their mothers were
unable to manage them. One or two were on the
verge of imbecility or madness. There was Jane, who
had been out with soldiers at the age of thirteen and
had now developed religious mania. She never talked
to anyone; when work was over she used to shuffle round
the grounds with downcast eyes chanting to herself,
"Jesus loves me, this I know" in a low drone. But
there were other girls who ought never to have been
inside at all, and they were probably the only children
whom the school was incapable of harming. My first
friend, Phyllis, was one of these. She was a circus
trick-rider, who had ridden bareback in her father's
touring company, and she had been sentenced for non-
attendance at school. She was almost the only girl
who was pretty without a hard mouth or suspicious
eyes, and, probably because she had no sense of guilt,
she was entirely unimpressed by the authorities. A
few of the children, deserted or beaten by their parents,
had been at the school, for others' faults, almost since
their cradles. The prospect held out to them at the
end of their term was the grey existence of a domestic
servant, and all our training was designed to prepare
us for this unhopeful career.
"You, Sheila Stelling, get into the school uniform
and then take and iron these overalls." The head girl
jerked her head. It was eight o'clock of a drizzling
morning, three weeks after my arrival. I had become
one of the crowd.
And so my hands and my body and the glancing
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